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a lordly vessel, goodly and magnificent when going large
before the wind, but wanting the facility to go "ready
about," so that he is sometimes among the breakers be-
fore he can wear ship* Yet we lose in him a most excel-
lent critic, an accomplished scholar, and one who graced
our forlorn drama with what little it has left of good
sense and gentlemanlike feeling. And so exit he. He
made me write some lines to speak when he withdraws,
and he has been here criticising and correcting till he
got them quite to his mind, which has rather tired me.
Most truly yours while
walter scott.
On the 29th of March, 1817, John Philip Kemble,
after going through the round of his chief parts, to the
delight of the Edinburgh audience, took his final leave
of them as Macbeth, and in the costume of that character
delivered a farewell address, penned for him by Scott.1
No one who witnessed that scene, and heard the lines as
then recited, can ever expect to be again interested to
the same extent by anything occurring within the walls
1 See Poetical Works, vol. xi. p. 348 [Cambridge Ed. p. 436]. Scott's
farewell for Kemble first appeared in The Sale-Room for April 5,1817;
and in the introductory note James Ballantyne says: " The character fixed
upon, with happy propriety, for Kemble's closing scene, was Macbeth. He
had labored under a severe cold for a few days before, but on the memor~
able night the physical annoyance yielded to the energy of his mind. * He
was,' he said in the Green-room, immediately before the curtain rose,£ de-
termined to leave behind him the most perfect specimen of his art which
he had ever shown j 'and his success was complete. At the moment of the
tyrant's death, the curtain fell by the universal acclamation of the audi-
ence. The applauses were vehement and prolonged j they ceased—were
resumed—rose again—were reiterated — and again were hushed. In a
few minutes the curtain ascended, and Mr. Kemble came forward, in the
dress of Macbeth (the audience by a consentaneous movement rising to
receive him), to deliver his farewell^ . . . " Mr. Kemble delivered the
lines with exquisite beauty, and with an effect that was evidenced by the
tears and sobs of many of the audience. His own emotions were very con-
spicuous. When his farewell was closed, he lingered long on the stage,
as if unable to retire. The house again stood up, and cheered him with
the waving of hats and long shouts of applause."

